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Mourning Doves
the rain is fine against the evening and 1
have entered into a conversation with a mourning dove—
a solemn hoo-ah-hoo-hoo shared amongst us.
what we are mourning, I don't know, but I
can't help feeling we aren't mourning anything at all.
we have just been carried along with the day.
the chill in the air is not a brisk snap, but a shallow seeping.
my dog's nose is twitching with it and somehow I wonder
if he is warmer than the both of us.
everything lilting over the yard is rustling
under a breeze I cannot feel.
the rain has stopped. 1 don't know when it did.
small chapters in my life are closing
against my fingertips, more curt than the
chatter coming from the trees.
the verdant of the backyard is blossoming in shades
1 have not yet seen, it is June but feels like October,
some steady passage of time.
I can feel a mosquito against my elbow and it is the
worst kind of itch, folded into creases.

Emma Banks
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a bird died in my mother's palms yesterday, maybe
that is what this is all about.
the trees look like eucalyptus,
my face smarts with tea tree oil.
I want to feel some sort of connection
with this bird, but maybe we are just
two women, too numb.
she continues to call into the night,
but is gone by morning.

6

Emma Banks

While Conversing
all of the trees in Ohio are growing into each other, and
I am spreading my wingspan out into the surroundings,
trying to feel for ghosts, there is a slug peeling itself
from my forearm and a bird above it, something small, chittering
with a hunger I do not know. I do not know how to watch
with my stomach, in the afternoon, you will leave me directionless,
yearning for the light above the trees, the back of the bird,
a bone to pick. 1 am not hungry for it, but 1 will
place it under my tongue anyways, keep it close to my gums,
the softest, most branching part of my mouth.

Emma Banks

7

The StarTalers
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baytown radioactive
i wonder, again
about the superfund cleanups
and the oil drum
where the slide was.
she grew up in it
out where everything floods in on itself
damn the leveesoft shelled uranium heart murmuring
into the last layer of topsoil that raised my mother
and every last one of her seven siblings.
motherhood is the brittlest thing i can imagine,
thin boned like a bp slick bird
like the starchy, dumbstruck grass of a houston suburb
like the aluminum of a playground slide,
what was it like to grow up without seatbelts?
('60s and so self assured
in south central texas)
what did the paint taste like?
if we were to douse this house in one last layer of lead,
could it feci any more like home?
and again when she forgets her keys
holes in her head like a sieve, like a raindoud, radioactive,
i want to ask her
could it?

Rose Cobb
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The Catbird
You hold it between your fingers. It squirms, doing its best to see who
holds it or why. You can feel its heart beating, pounding in its chest. The bird is
fragile and frail, its wings paperclips in your hand. For a moment, you wonder
how it is even able to survive, tiny as it is.
You reach out to touch its head, uncertain if it can even see you, held
away from you as it is. The moment your finger is within reach, however, its
break stretches out, wrapping around your outstretched finger. For half a second
you panic, worried about its bite. But it's gentle, like a child's hand wrapped
around yours.
For a moment longer you hold it, cradling the bird in your hand. It lets
go of your finger, turning its beak back to the woodlands around, letting its cry
into the wood. You smile, then let go, releasing it from between your fingers,
l or a moment it rests in your hand, then leaps forward, spreading its wings and
flying to the forest ahead. You watch for a moment, until it vanishes into the
underbrush and the trees.
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Jonah Dominguez

Ophelia
I was 22.1 was ancient, exhausted. I felt I had been alive a long time.
I loved old suitcases, burnt toast, men with poor memories.
I wanted long hair and skin that glowed like a lightbulb.
1 moved through my rooms like a ghost, touching all my clothes, flipping my lightswitches on
and off, trying to embody the gaze of a stranger who might love me.
I owned seventeen novels, paperback editions: dog-eared, ink-stained, water-wavy.
I wrote gorgeous thank-you notes for birthday money and betrayals forgiven.
1 knew the Earth wanted me back when I felt gravity's cunning pull at the corners of my eyes.
I attended plays and parties, read paranoiac novels, aspired to nuance and talk.
I pushed progressively bluer pills through clear plastic every day of the month,
and brushed my hair one hundred times per night,
and rubbed myself red, and cried, and prayed.
I wore ash-white deodorant stains on the insides of black t-shirts,
bore burdens of bearing witness to the seasons hideous change,
ignored calls from my mother and the impetuous clatter of a tower of suitcases collapsing fatally
behind the sentry of the closet door.
1 was tired all the time. I began every sentence I spoke with I.
I saw myself in the wash of white steam over the bathroom mirror,
the circles of mildew around the shower curtains weary rings

Charlotte Freccia
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the breadcrumbs shaken out of the bottom of the toaster.
I looked lean, lovelorn, lonely, the looks of my eyes glinty and serrated.
I was so hungry, a jackal, my ribs readable through my thin sweater.
I intuited heartbreak, felt for its edges like I was groping along a wall for a lightswitch in a dark
room.
When 1 was introduced, 1 said, we've met. I said, you don't remember me? I said, come closer.

12

Charlotte Freccia

Now,
A spotlight
Aflash—surf as
dustscraps in the living
room beam, of yellow
book pages, old numbers
old names, now, lilting out
of frame.
Old papers deaden
my seabed.
Nothing happens
but where waves ridge
To a period.

Sawyer Hiton
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When Morning
Let I h in a field
Let I b in a field
Let light ray
Let I b in a field
Let light ray
Let steam the tall grass dew
Let light ray through the tall grass do
Let stream light all to the field.
Let I be a field
Let I be a field
Light 1 be a light
Let I be a field
Let I be a light
Let I light a field
A ray of its stream
Let be I a grass tall
Let ray 1 a light dew
In field let I be
Let all 1 do

14

Sawyer Hiton

Capas Eternas
I straddle the hole in the floorboards,
mattress springs woven together at the bottom,
coke tabs and shards of blue-green glass.
Tiny, neurotic mosaics
Across the soft, damp dirt
Follow a line of ants up the window frame.
Close my eyes.
Watch the room revert to a space
without the tag of time across the walls
Without 18-wheeler seats and bb pellets,
the floral linoleum and the kitchen knives
powerlines on every hill
like reptilian spines against cedar trees
I turn to her bluish Lazy Boy, resting against rot.
Stop packing boxes in her apartment
to study its lonely form
50 years of hairspray are layered on the headrest,
a thick, gray crust
a hydrosulfite, lavender-scented shadow
from where she always laid her head
after weekly trips to the hairdresser

Olivia Kane
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I grab the cleaning supplies and begin scrubbing,
softening the sound of her voice until it cracks.
Tectonic plates that peel in tiny pieces,
years of history flaking into my palm.
Lost between the folds of the seat.
Clinging to the sides of the trash bag.
A crushed beer can
wedged beneath the heavy windowpanc
to let some air in.
But I have already suffocated.
Pull it from its place and watch it slam shut,
the glass rushing down to meet the wood,
down on top of the line of ants
I gasp
Watching their tiny forms disappear
beneath the weight of new paint
1 haul pillows and stained sheets into my pickup truck,
smash a rocking chair in half with my eyes
and haul its weight to the burn pile.
Sweep remnants of history books to the corner of my brain,
vacuum a sunset of oil paints from a drawer,
play a game of Jenga with now empty
closet hangers
I long for the beauty of antiquity.

16

Olivia Kane

For the knowledge that something
has truly earned its dust
But as I clean her rooms
I can only see dirt.
Trinkets and oddities turned to garbage with a glance.
Things that need to be out by tomorrow.
Her pictures are all gone.
Her scarves are in boxes.
Not matter how hard I scrub, I can't get all the hairspray off that chair
And I realize 1 am far too tired
to reverse time this morning.

Olivia Kane
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on pulse
when I walk up the hill to do my laundry
I can feel my pulse in my ears
And I can tell
I have too much blood
I donate it once every 8 weeks
one drop for every faggot in orlando
sometimes my iron is too low
since mens multivitamins don't contain iron
and walmart doesn't carry gender neutral multivitamins
so I buy three bottles of orange juice
to honor my homeland
drive to a church basement
and watch the 16-gauge needle
take out what I don't need

18

Jess Kotnour

After December
I paint the walls beige
at the realtor's suggestion
and think not of him lying
on the floor.
1 didn't know that rotting
skin turns
black and slides
right off the bone.
Forgive me for not
arriving sooner,
I worried the
whole time.

Adrienne Kvaka
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)

Why people write symphonies

CASSIUS Alone * the ghost * in the... glass * become[s] *
the majestic world * Alone * he had a fever * God... did
shake • he had a fever * I held [him] • you know that • hefell * as... [a kite]... shadows • into • the narrow world •
Alone * the eternal devil * he loves * birds and beasts •
children * the blue lightning of heaven * he [wants] *
a * room * wide • enough ' for • the [weary]... world • Alone *
for ever, and for ever * naked , [as] gold * the world * forgetful *
prisoner • of... fate * stale with ordinary... love * feeble *
with * colour • accidental * as the northern star • accidental •
as the * soul • no mightier than fear * a peevish * little * storm
OCTAVIUS
Millions \ of \ words \ like \ teeth
* O * death • 0 * good... friend • can you see your face * set in [the] CINNA THE POETI dreamt to-night that 11 did [go] to [a]... funeral|
Time \ is \ hones \ in \ a \ field
note-book * of... my heart? * you love me * [here] is my... hand
of doors 11 wander[ed] 11 answer(ed) |am 111am 11 am
The hills \ fear \ night \ and \ day
• the skies are painted • I did not think • I could... forget myself
MARULLUSYour! [stone]! [heart] I |trembles| I
The right hand \ (dares] \ [to] love
with ! flowers ! Now! a! chariot! of... [sound]! Now ! senseless ! light
The left \ [turns]... [red] \ like a \ sword
BRUT US Death / kind... mischievous, / a serpent's
egg / [Takes] you / to / the clouds / a shell / walking and /
then bear no colour. / It Is a bright day / [to] ascend /
[to] visit my sad heart / Secrets / knock / gen
tle / alone / awake all night / the fire / a heart / name
him not / he is welcome / he is welcome / give me
your hands. / The clock / [weeps] for me. / Give me /
the raw cold morning, / the stars' / honey-heavy
dew / the question / of to-morrow. / Nature /
turns his face / to sleep / like a little kingdom / nature
suffers /a... dream. / He was worthy / of the... dagger /
though [I] had no hand In his death. / The air /

/Low alarum. Exeunt all but the body in a night gown of thunder and lightning.
Enter a whisper reading the thunder and lightning A shout and a flourish follows
the whisper. The whisper exits All exit Reenter thunder and lightningfrom opposite
sides. Thunder kneeling, holding a letter. Lightning strikes the pulpit Thunder still
knocking The body does not exit Thunder exits with the body. Alarum still.]

[breaks] / to the gate. / A dreadful thing / smiles. / love. /
Come and / speak. / Do not think. / Arc you / alone?

ANTONY [Forgotten] & private & like a & hound & purpli
as & sorrow & not & blood & not & kindness & not & orchards—
of... course & I & cry & 0 world & 0 & empty & world & 0—
world & with the & bloody fingers & 0 world & full... of & [forests]—
& treasure & wounds & the water & of & my & heart & strong—
& as a & summer's evening & now & a flood & now & becomes—
a & hole & the hole & in my & heart & becomes a & [beast]—
made of & ruby & [crown'd] & with & smoke & but & yesterdaymemory & was & a & gracious & stream & gentle & within—
the ruins & familiar & as & the tide & patient & like a deer—
this & sweet & grief & is all & have & to & [give] & I & am—
rich & with & it & my & little & life & a & stone & a thousand years—
old & It & [Cries] & 'Long live & Anton/ & I & walk a & common—
witness & I & inflame & the [angels] & and & dear & love & it Is & cold-

PORTIA a wound: shape: [of] sleep: made: [of] noise: this:
the... mountain: [of] my heart: grief: is a... wind: a... great vow:
a weak: thing: if you were: here:I would: hide: my bed: my: darkness

CASCA
11promise] () the sun () a... token () of... heaven ()
I [promise] () the. ocean () its () breath () of () [foam] ()
I [promise] () the land () that () bears () place () and () silence ()
The theatre () [swells] () It [sways]... like the() earth () alive

CALPURNIA the streets... of |heavcn]; arc... comets; and; the;
house[s]; clouds; there is... within; a lioness; here; let me; blaze forth.

CICERO To-morrow = Is a = home = It = [stares] • strange
= breathless = wonderful = brought = from the = sky

20

Tyltr Raso
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[Ivy or Bust]
I must be expansive, the
edges of corners seeming misaligned
and even when these shapes
fail
I know they are idealistic form.
I place the shape in grand appeal,
I lay the twisted wreck
upon the remains
the former glory of brotherhood a shambles on the sidewalk.
You are the prison suite!
The two toes deep in iron lung
steeped with the patterns that
seem like cookie cutter.
Tonight I just feel like sleeping.
This is malcontent.
The purest form in a style of two types.
Hallelujah for the human form!
We are the appeal of the discontent!

22

Gordon Loveland IV

Adamo Fartas Bone
Kiel vi fartas?
Adamo fartas bone
Li satas kukon.

Connor McEldowney
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Some Arms Get Colder Faster Than Oth
ers But I'm Only Just Now
Realizing It
(Winner of the 2018 Fall Contest)

the coldest day so far: my roommate wears two shirts and a sweatshirt to keep
herself from freezing / up arrow / no matter how many times we / up arrow /
turn up the heat it never / up arrow / stays at 78 and i recalled a conversation
i had on the bus about heat and skin / whether or not black and brown skin is
more susceptible to clouds pushing / cold air breathing / winters brew swallow
ing every ray of sun that our ancestors enjoyed / that golden delight shined / and
shines / and shine it does / on us in fields / on roads / Gerry says "white people
wear shorts in every season" / Kefa says "black parents bundle their children up
extra" / i say "i've experienced both" / but i know my mother would get mad at
me if i had shorts on and it was cold / perhaps in the end it is all about roots /
the past and the layers that make it large enough to be the present / "what if" /
kefa says / we have passed it down?' / what if my thickest coat / was the result
of a previous thicker coat / was the result of a previous thicker coat / until we
reach the center / where a mother and her child / arc walking in a group / the
mother holding her child close so that they might not get cold / the child wearing
the scarf of its mother / what if our layers / arc the product of sacrifice / are the
product of forced adaptation / why my grandma made sure to pull the blanket
down / to cover mis pies when winter reached texas / "maybe" / she says /"we
needed layers to survive" / they bundle so we bundle / they cover so we cover /
no offense to white people but / y all might have gotten more time / to get used to
it / snows kiss / rains soft licking / the breeze in between my toes / my roots are
in mexico / i come from a long line of warmth enthusiasts / sweating brows / heat
siestas / i wear the sun on my collar bone / i eat with my hands in warm places / i
feel most beautiful where el sol can reach me / the shade watches my eyes close / i

24

Julliette Montoya

read a story once / set in a place where it always rains / a girl wished for sun / and
on the one day it came / the other kids locked her in a closet / i never understood
why i have remembered this for so long / on the coldest day so far: my roommate
wore two shirts and a sweatshirt to keep herself from freezing / it was 65 degrees
/ i put on my sweatshirt and we left

Julliette Montoya
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A Saturday in Delirium
Construction drilling ringed fingers
A cab passes destruction
An empty flower pot popped a
Pepto Bismol to relieve my head
150 something pounds of sleep
In the haystack scene
Dread upon dread
I see the face
A moon
Not yours but mine
Ebbs its shadow about the barn door
Peeled paint in middle country
A large backpack in the back of a pickup truck
Halted by lake
A shot
Of tequila
Offering a requiem for the middle finger
Gonzo conventions
The duration is in spurts
Him crouching with a black cofiec
In the desert that is Saint Marks pi.
Four quarters a buck pizza
I travel delirious amongst garbage filled shopping carts
Finding well read immunities for the cosmic
Blindness of the weekend.
And through the heavenly spectacle of gasoline

26

Elijah Newman

There are visionaries about
Dumping their coffees away in Washington Square
Waste Bins
Thinking of dew 72
And hopping off their citibikcs for
Tompkins to see the grand dog fight
In the third stall
Morning a pine cone produced from my ear
I kindly set it to my side
And sat cross legged on the hot sidewalk
Caked in sweat.

Elijah Newman

27

Motion

at

]1

. ^

"H
»v

TTT
• •• •»

lj4,G0Hon°w

J.
|gM4. M5'*"[

i

_

•s

:7r

mJ

ffcnW"' •

/

mi
lidntmtoir

to
•f«|

t^

r'v

28

Elena Petron
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Elena Petron
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five of cups
i.
Behind me there is a boy shouting
half sober about an internship he got into
at J. P. Morgan Chase.
You walk into your dorm
itching to sleep. I try writing this poem
feet slipping on new asphalt
asphalt in the wet cold of Ohio. I rememher you
saying don't be a banker
when the weather was warmer.
Maybe you'll remind me again.
II.
We talk about our meds with the moon watching hesitantly. Our
minds aren't kind to any of us. Next time I'll sign back
I love you thumb and forefinger ready.
III.
I am still wearing your white shirt
three sizes too big to look mine.
It says a lot about us.
IV.
Nothing is sacred but I haven't heard you talk up close recently.
Now your voice is grufT from
giving head or chainsmoking or band practice. Hiding
the cracks from that boy who kicked your heart last weekend.
A hairline fracture from the past. You came back and fell asleep with your jeans on.

30

Armiya Shaikh

V. And no, we're not together anymore but
I remember your heartbeat through your back tattoo.
The tarot card pressed heavy against my mouth and there
is no money here. Just the black V on your morning spine,
turning around.

Armiya Shaikh
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Haikus Derived from iPhone Notes
Take Out
Pork Dumplings, Chicken
Pried Rice, Sesame Chicken,
Veggie Lo Mein. Card.

First Impressions
"She was a saltine—
bland and relatively twodimensional." Crack.

Things that Happen before Breakfast
Today I woke up
to a fawn drowning in my
swimming pool. Alarm.

He Did Not Enlist
"I can barely make
breakfast in the morning. I
can't lead men to war."

32

Katrina Tiktinsky

march first
I had never seen a casserole until I was an adult. A legal
one, I guess. It is hard to discern whether the casserole made me an
adult, or I became one roughly the same time I saw a casserole, and
to consider it seems pointless. The first one was a chicken casserole,
but mom was too sick to touch anything solid, so I ate the stuff. It
felt slimy in my stomach, I remember. Cold, like a very fat worm or
perhaps a small slug, if there are such things. If I think about it too
hard I can still feel it sliding down my throat. After the first casse
role, I stopped eating anything at all. The ones that followed piled
up in the new refrigerator in the basement, the refrigerator mom
bought to store all the food she couldnt eat. Something amazing:
sometimes I eat orange peels in the shower so I forget I'm wet.

She can't hug either. You can't touch her. I tried to do it once
but her skin was cold and hard, and she had a hole in her chest. Her
skin turned plastic last month, I saw it happen. Thats when I tried
to hug her. A casual implosion of the bones, marrow to cellophane
before I could blink.
She came home on a Sunday and said her head hurt and
that her fingers were falling off, but I only saw the tufts of hair
left on her pillow, in the shower. She shrank two inches probably,
around the same time I grew five. I think maybe I stole her inches
and fixed them to the soles of my own feet. It's always been like that.
The next morning she was bald. I wondered if it just fell off all at

Rebecca Turner
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once, like a hibernation for the head, except instead of slumber the
hair just died at once. Sort of like a tree. She asked me if I liked it
and I said that her skull was so smooth, I had always thought I had
a lumpy skull but maybe because hers was so round and smooth,
mine would be too. Genetics is a funny thing to consider. I thought
to shave my head but I took a bath instead.

The night she turned plastic, I started a fire. I didn't mean
to. It was unusually warm for February, and I went and smoked a
joint at the playground next to my best friend's house. I put out the
flame with the sole of my shoe, but I always liked to watch it go out
slow. We left the playground and went to Cambridge for a while,
but the city felt like a cave so we came home. It was damp and hot
and I wore too many clothes. When we got back the whole place
was ablaze. I thought my stomach would explode, from the smoke
and the french fries, and now I had ruined the swings. My clothes
got a little burned too; I found the holes in my shirt when I got
home. I thought about the times I'd caught fire, and lost track after
a handful, and anyway I don't smoke any more.

I found cracks in the ceiling of the darkroom. My photogra
phy class was early in the morning, and I went hardly once a week,
but when I did I occupied the dark closet. I had to stand up on the'
countertops to find the cracks. I heard chairs scraping when I did
that, presumably from the floor above, and I felt dizzy so I had to

34

Rebecca Turner

step down. There are fractures on the floor, too, but I couldn't see
them so clearly. Imagine: a room cold enough to only make the
tip of your nose hurt and make you forget the rest of your body.
I thought about turning on the lights. It was just me, after all. I
almost failed photography, even though I had the best pictures in
my class. You can ask anyone. The Marches of my memory always
make my nose hurt.
The crossing guard and I are on good terms now. We
weren't always. When I walk home in the snow, he runs out into
the road and waves at me. I'm out of breath, but I smile anyway.
There's something about 3pm, and the halfway house at the end of
the street. There are no cars, but my crossing guard runs out any
way. Sometimes I catch a ride home, and I notice him looking at me
through the windshield. I feel ashamed. I'm running home because
she's got the flu again, and I have to take her temperature every 15
minutes. It's at 100.1 now, but if rises I'm in trouble. She's in trouble.
I don't know what trouble means exactly, but I think I wished tor
it then. I think I should be more scared but instead I think about
my homework. I think I should feel bad about thinking about my
homework. I think I feel bad. I'm wearing a hospital mask in my
living room because I can't stay here without it, which means I am
finding out that my body is toxic.

I went to the hospital in the afternoon, she wasn't supposed
to be there that day but she couldn't shit. Its true. Isnt it funny?

Rebecca Turner

35

I had to wear this huge mask to see her even though no
one else did, because I guess I'm dirty for being young. They didn't
know that I m an adult though, I'm eighteen. I can eat all the casse
roles I want, but I still had to wear the mask. I couldn't breathe with
it on, so I snuck tiny breaths from underneath the mask. We didn't
really say much while I was there. There was a hawk outside who
had found a place to eat his lunch; we wondered what his lunch
was. He thought he was alone. There aren't any flowers allowed in
her unit, so I brought her socks because she asked for them. Green
tie dye socks that I bought on the way. I had almost forgotten. I
wish there were flowers, but they aren't allowed. I got some on the
way home anyway. Dahlias. I thought I saw God when I stood up
too fast, but I was just dizzy, like the other times. I'm supposed to
be in school, but I dont think it matters much anymore. I'm an
adult now, no one can tell me what to do. I can eat so much chicken
casserole if I wanted to.
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HIKA is Kenyon Colleges oldest undergradu
ate literary publication. It provides students the
opportunity to publish their work in a highly
selective literary and fine arts journal. HIKA also
offers students interested in editing and publish
ing the chance to develop these skills while con
tributing to the assembly of a professional-quali
ty literary journal. It is published twice a year.
For more information about HIKA and the sub
mission process visit kenyonhika.wordpress.com
or e-mail hika@kenyon.edu.
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